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In the Cave
by Reid Bandcen
A figure, turning
Sinister
Cloaked in leathery folds
Of dark wings
The creature stands stiffly
No longer a harmless, hanging rodent.
Closed eyes
Hide the dark threats we have placed there.
Released
In the sharp-toothed call.
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by Jon Krantz
Yaasarke, Kitteabo, Feb. 24, 1978
The following account comes from the author's exper-
ience as a Peace Corps volunteer in Liberia, West Africa.
The air is suffused with a thick, swirling sense of motion,
the red earth rises up to my wheels and, with the images of a
day's encounters dancing before my eyes, I swing into a
shallow curve and throttle down. It is nearly seven. The sky
approaches lavender and my senses are enthralled with the
encroaching night. I've thirty minutes to totality perhaps
and the promise of darkness, the clutching figures of
dahoma and the miles of my passage are as descant or
dreamsong.
The road dips a bit, narrows, then ascends, snakelike, up
a long escarpment of gravel and clay. Deep valleys of
daylight green are now dark, silent chasms. Beyond the
deep-throated sound of the engine there is a living forest.
Leaning back the chatter grows louder, and the grating
sound of a billion unseen insects rubbing their wings fills the
air. Dark forms scatter as I pass the marbles of emerald
green, surely eyes without bodies, glow beyond the throw of
my lamp. For a spell I ride through a cloud of moths,
paper-thin wings everywhere, filling my nostrils and beard.
But they are gone with the last hues of evening, and I pull the
denim of my jacket close and hunker down into the silence
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riot, confused in order and brilliant in color. I have come
from Yebor after a meeting with the elders, chief and
township commissioner of the Glaro tribe. Young men and
their stoop-backed fathers swarm the piazza of the town
chiefs compound. Sharp fingers of light from chinks in the
mud and bamboo pierce the room at crazy angles. I sit
beneath a window off to the side and watch the large, dust-
choked space fill with humanity. The wizened, leather faces
of the old men gaze out past the black-surfaced Doubwe,
whose shallow draught I have risked in wooden canoe.
After introductions, plates containing large, bitter
chunks of kola are passed, then followed, by three heavy
earthernware jugs of bamboo wine and sasswood bark. The
rounds are made severally, and my head swims with the
liquor and the heat and the distance and the promise of a
large soft bed many hours away. Expressions are lost as the
faces of my hosts come in and out of focus. I am slipping off
when a faint, barely audible ripple of notes drifts in through
the window. Hard on the wind comes a drum-beaten rhythm
and I find myself stretching, with eyes closed, towards the
source of these magical sounds. A reed flute, bamboo
perhaps, and a drum taut with animal skin are wending their
way into town.
Soft ululations of words, first whispered then sung, join
chorus with the instruments and I am thrown away by a
sudden pounding in my chest. My impulse is to run outside
but I am held by ritual compliance to the conventions of our
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by Pearlene Scott
painting crowds
of bobbing heads attached to unknown bodies.
sidewalk
implanted with worn footsteps.
crusty cracked pavements
rolled over by hot rubber.
signs
with neon lights winking
at the passers.
smoke
piling into the opaque sky
seeping into red eyes.
cluttered sounds
crashing into each other mixing with the wind.
a small voice cries
smearing the canvas.
WAITING
Cynthia Hohn
He was tired. He was so tired he didn't even attempt to
open his eyes. He knew it was morning. The cart of
breakfast trays was rolling noisily through the corridor and
women were calling cheerful, child-voiced Helios and
Goodmornings somewhere along the rows of rooms. And
he knew what the room looked like, so there was no
practical reason to open his eyes. He lay flat on his back,
watching the swirling dark and light move across his eyelids.
It seemed to him a remarkable phenomenon that the human
eye never stopped seeing. Even when his eyes were shut he
watched the oil slick patterns guide across his field of vision.
He had never noticed this before; he had simply gone to
sleep at 12:45 every night. But that was during a time when
sleep was something he dreamed about, wished for, during
his precious spare moments of the day, and something that
spread quickAy ovt»t Vum al ii\*iV\ a cie\\c.\ouH, ^ >v\\. Now, the situation was ditterenV, V\\ V\me seemed
eternal instead of something escaping\ike ahandfu\f warm
water. Ah yes, that was the main difference between then
and now. But he had not lost his great appreciation for that
wonderful state of unconsciousness. Sleep was a goal which
he still strove for. Granted, he needed it differently then than
he needed it now.
His bones rested their fragile weight against the mattress.
He felt very small underneath the sterile crispness of the
sheets and the heavy wool blanket that covered him. He
wanted so much to sleep again. His eyes were closed, his
body relaxed. He was more than ready for sleep, but the
depressing circumstances were that he had just awakened,
and there was that chart which showed percentages of food
consumed per meal per patient. There was probably also
some demerit system; a personality analysis being
formulated from this data. Breakfast was being served, and
the record of whether or not he ate it meant whether the
nurses would scold him or continue to tease him with their
mother-like coos of sympathy. He had grown quite
impatient, almost angry with those women. Why couldn't
they just leave him be? He could tell by their sudden bursts
of teeth as they entered the room that they didn't want to
deal with him. He pressed his head further into the pillow
and rocked it slowly from side to side. He was wishing he
could lock the door. He was wishing so hard it nearly
became a prayer, but he didn't say amen at the end of his
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through another hour. Time was dragging. He wanted sleep.
He began practicing his muscle relaxing exercise, and 85
percent effective method devised by Dr. Markis as a definite
cure for insominia. Toes relax, feet relax, feel heavy; ankles,
calves relax, feel heavy against the mattress; knees, thighs
relax, heavy, sinking deep into the bed. A calm, powerful
voice within his head shouted the commands. When he
reached his shoulders, his entire body jerked. It was an
internal sort of slipping, falling sensation, nothing that could
actually be perceived by a doctor or nurse. Simultaneously
frightening, exhilarating and relieving, he let this feeling slice
through his concentration. Finally, there was nothing and he
waited.
A hissing sound interrupted the smooth blankness of his
mind. As it grew louder he identified the noise. It was the sound
of rushing water moving through the pipes between the
bedroom walls. It reassured him that she'd be up shortly.
She was leaning against the aqua Formica countertop which
bordered the sink. The kitchen was below the bedroom so
he could practically feel her every movement through the
thinness of the plaster, paint and wood that separated them.
He lay beneath the dark violet bedspread like a horizontal
cadet at attention. The overhead light was shining directly
into his eyes; it was painful after such a long day. The light
seemed to shoot through his eyes and pierce straight
through his head until it hit the far side of his skull with its
frozen intensity. But, he always waited for her with the light
>nd she'd be on\ •* U-\
himself against the two p\\\ows behmd h\ back and tried to
focus on something else to relieve his mind of the \\ght. His
eyes chose the highboy dresser across the room. He studied
its structure, calculating how its maker had constructed it.
He could see the tiny circular plugs of wood which had been
used instead of nails or screws. There were two such marks
near the edges of each of the six drawers. The thin,
crescent-shaped handles for each drawer were brass. The
middle of each handle gleamed, but the edges of the
handles, which had remained untouched even after years of
use, were a dull green. On top of the smooth, polished wood
of the dresser was his wallet. He considered this worn slip of
brown leather as much a part of his person as his left hand. It
was with him every day for eighteen years and rested each
night on the dresser when he put on his pajamas for bed,
patiently waiting for the next morning. It was comforting to
see it there, lying flat and inert on the corner of the highboy.
He never carried any important demoninations in it. He
wasn't sure why, and as he listened for the sound of dishes
to cease, he considered this useless question.
There was a brief pause in the clattering of the dinner
plates as she picked up each piece to be dried. Occasionally,
a slight, high-pitched squeak filtered through the floor of the
room from a dish that was almost dry and didn't need the
few extra vigorous rubs of the red-checkered kitchen cloth.
He smiled to himself at the strange quality of the sound. But
overall, the thought of her leaning against the counter,
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His body felt so weak he didn't know if he could actually
make it through the entire fourteen hours before he could
sleep again. His muscles were more relaxed than he had
ever thought humanly possible. For a moment he was afraid
if they became any more relaxed they might dissolve into
liquid. He was amused by the creativity of this idea. But, his
thoughts were interrupted by a soft thumping sound. It
confused him until he recognized that it was simply the
rhythmic drips of the rust and chlorine stained sink which
had broken the stillness of the room and his concentration.
As he focused on this sound, he became aware that it was
accompanied by familiar trodding footsteps. Nurse Ryan
and her famous white shoes entered his room. She carried a
aluminum tray of Farina and a glass of a dark, syrupy juice.
The glass jiggled spastically against the circular depression
in the tray which had been created especially for it. He could
not comprehend why she was in his room. It wasn't time to
get up. He was waiting for his wife and his feet were still cold.
But her huge voice boomed anyway: "Good morning, Mr.
LaRosa, and how are we?" At this cue his eyes forced
themselves open automatically and his lips quickly formed a
smile. Then he began nodding in answer to her questions.
First nod, he was feeling just fine. Second nod, he loved
Farina and milk. Third and fourth, yes, prune juice was a
great way to start the morning. Fifth, sixth and seventh -
his neck muscles were becoming tense and tired and he
knew this whole act would be impossible to keep up much
longer. But she kept turmg away, and hw» \w\te \wou\dtee up
any moment. He had been waiting so \ong now, and this
white blur was not going to interfere. He was going to have
to ask her politely, yet firmly, to leave the room. They could
go over these trivialities some other time. He raised his hand
from between the sheets and waved its flat palm at the loud,
undefined space of whiteness that seemed to hover over
him. The noise stopped and he told her in a respectful
manner that he was waiting for his wife. The blur was still; no
voice came from it. The poor old woman, he thought sadly,
maybe she was going deaf.
She just stood there, huge, looking down at him. But,
after a while her voice came again, this time a quiet,
secretive sort of tone. She was saying she understood, but
that a grown man, like himself . . .
Yes, he agreed with a nod, he was a grown man.
. . . should be able to remember that Mrs. LaRosa had
passed away twenty-one years ago.
Twenty-one years ago, he thought, that was a very long
time to live alone. He turned this statement over and over in
his mind. He figured it must be extremely difficult to deal
with such a loss, but he was much too tired to ponder such
thoughts, and it was time for his Farina.
by Lisa M'macci
Bleach
My mother doing laundry; washing
and the clothesline
strung across the yard.
My face hung linen
on the bed or
on the white rope.
Th breeze drying me
my arms aching
and I dangle
a marionnette bleached,
stuck with clothes pins;
my skin palely bruising.
The metal hinges coat me
rust and shed
my vein wrappers
but I am dry.
Sweating eyes
My black troubles of greed
make me see
a sticky patina
on the clay tablets of Moses
sweating in the sun.
I feel fire
from the burning bush
singe my face until
I too sweat.
In this heat
I steep my pupils,
squeeze them out,
and my troubles of greed
are no longer in my eyes.
Father
by A. Page Spiegel
Yea, I'm going down to the Ice Cream Store. I want a milk
shake. I want a strawberry milk shake. They taste good after
a game of golf. Would you give me a ride? Thanks, dad. I can
see you came from the club too. You've got those
chalkcolored tennis shorts on. I hope you remembered to
pull up that fly. You look pretty funny playing tennis when
your fly is down. Mom doesn't like that. She laughs and
ridicules you for it. Anyone would. Yes, and I can see you're
hot and sweaty from the game. Your glasses are fogged up. I
hope you can keep your eye and mind on the road. I never
feel safe driving with you. How do your knees feel? How's
your back, elbows, wrists, ankles, neck, knuckles? You look
pretty funny, do you know that? You've got wrist braces,
knee braces, ankle braces, elbow braces. You look like a
' • • a\? This certain\ is a nice car. Aren't you tV\ head ot tV\
sanitation department in this area? \ that why you can
afford a lime colored Mercedes with a red interior? And 1
really like this sun roof. You won't buy a car unless it has a
sun roof. That's an extremely important feature. Yes, it sure
is running well, isn't it? Sounds beautiful. This car purrs. I
didn't even have to turn around when I was on the road. I
knew it was you. I could tell by the varoom of the engine.
That's my father coming, I said to myself. Sounds like a jet.
Looks like a spaceship. And my father's the pilot. A Mercedes
in lime with a red interior. A gorgeous machine. Well, thanks
for picking me up. I jsut played golf and am now going to get a
milk shake. What's that you're doing? Squeezing an orange
fuzzy ball. That's a paddle ball, isn't it? Building up that forearm
of yours, eh? Good for the tennis, good for the squash, racquet
ball, paddle ball. You sure are a racquet man, aren't you? It
all started with your father and his championship handball.
They're all good games, I admit. But I like golf. I'm hooked
on golf. George, you know who George is, don't you? My
brother. Your son. Good guy, George. Dad, why do you
keep squeezing that damn thing? Captain Queeg. Hell of a
man, Captain Queeg, Humphrey Bogart. So how many
miles do you have on this baby? Fifty thousand. You're
kidding? You haven't even had it for a year. I guess you
really like driving. I know I would if I had a car like this.
What's that I hear? Sounds like ice jingling in a glass. Why, it
is ice jingling in a glass. Smells like scotch. You drink Dewars,
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suck on those damn things, don't you? Good for your hair.
Prevents it from turning grey. Well, I got news for you. Your
hair is grey. So the lady never leaves you alone. You played
tennis with her today? Did you win? Too bad. She kept
telling you to concentrate. Got mad when you double-
faulted. I wouldn't want to be told that my fly was down
either. I can see how she feels. Don't be too hard on her. It
sure is getting chilly in here, don't you think? Can I roll up my
window? Jesus Christ, you almost hit that guy on his bike!
Will you watch it, please? Now let me go over this again.
You've got a cigar in one hand, a fuzzy ball in the other, and
a drink in the same hand as the cigar, and a steering wheel in
both. You're a marvel. How do you do it? I don't know about
you, but I'd feel safer if you had three or four hands. But tell
me, how's the sanitation department business these days?
Making a lot of money. That's good. Did you see that,
lightning? Sky is getting dark. Looks like it's about to rain.
Feel sorry for the guys sailing. I'm shivering. Hey dad, it is
raining! Do you realize that? It's a down pour. The sun roof.
Close the sun roof, will you? We're getting wet. Yes, these
storms sure do some up suddenly. Thank you. And to think
just fifteen minutes ago it was a bright, sunny day. The
anomolies of nature. You'll never cease to be amazed. Me
neither. Where am I going? To the Ice Cream Shop. And
you're going to the eye doctor's. Yea, it's just up around the
corner. This sure is a bad street, isn't it. You've got to be
patient. Seems like an endless stream of traffic. Jesus! Why
are y < ) U so uu; • m hear \V>al guv's\v«r\ V\c's a
god damn bastard, isn't he? Yea, that's r'xght, te\\h\ratosVvut
up. Way to go. Not as easy to see when \ rains, is it? Even a
Mercedes fogs up on occasion. Hey, dad, you can just \et me
out here. Yea, it's all right. Thanks. Hope the doctor's
appointment goes well.
by Ellen Cox
Watching two nuns
Makes me wonder
Why I'm less perfect.
I want to be good,
But carrying a habit
For my body
Wouldn't make the
Difference.
Sometimes, though,
I want to try . . .
. . . to spend
Sundays in church,
Praying songs to
Someone I've always
Wanted to meet.
. . . to seek
Lonely, empty people
And pour hope from
Holy chalices into their
Flat eyes.
. . . to laugh
Tears with the dead
Who lie in carved marble
Sarcophagi,
Remembering and counting
Days till the Millenium.
But I would cry
In the love of One who
So rarely touches the
Body created.
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"You be barmaid."
He sat down on the round wood table in the far corner of
the kitchen. He put his feet on the golden wood chair in front
of it. I fumbled with the bottles, spilling bitter lemon in a cut
on my left hand.
"Shit."
"Lady-like."
"What do you care?"
I succeeded in mixing the drinks in two tall frosty glasses.
"Remember when we were little? How we used to sneak
and make popcorn every Saturday night when Mom and
Dad went out?"
I looked at him, surprised, I was thinking the same thing.
"Yeah, we weren't supposed to turn on the stove and we
had to open the windows and doors so they couldn't smell
it."
"I think they knew."
"Yeah."
I handed him the drink and sat down on his feet on the
chair. I rested my elbow on his knee.
"Mom and Dad are pretty cool, you think?"
"Yeah, I never knew 'till I went away to school."
"Me neither."
I looked up at him, noticing the Penn State emblem
circling around his pocket. I took a sip of my drink. It was
sour and very strong. I congratulated myself on finally
learning to mix a good drink.
"I 1 < > V I. . \ \1< >U\s year."
"It's gotten better."
"Yeah, 1 thought it would. Who's the guy 1 heard vou
telling Mom about?"
"Oh, no-one special."
"I bet."
I really didn't want to tell Nicky about Joel. He was very
good at helping me with my guy-troubles, but he was seldom
very interested when I thought I was in love. We didn't talk
for awhile, just sipped our drinks in silence.
"Let's go watch t.v.."
"Okay."
I jumped up and headed for the family room. He grabbed
the glass out of my hand before I got too far.
"Same thing?"
"Okay."
I lay back down facing the t.v.. My feet hit the gold couch
on the other side of the room I tried to push it back against
the wall, but it was no use. The news paraded before me, but
little of it sank in.
"Jackie."
His voice called me from the kitchen.
"What. I'm trying to hear the weather."
"Do you really want to get drunk?"
"Yeah."
"Let's do shots then."
"Okay."
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anything to me but I could feel him laughing.
"Never could pass up a dare, could you?"
"Shut-up."
I grabbed his foot and started tickling. I knew it was his
weakest spot.
"Stop it."
Before I could build up my defense he grabbed me and I
was tickled all over. I was laughing so hard I couldn't
breathe. I tried to fight him off, but he was too strong.
"Nicky, I'm going to tell Mom," I gasped.
He just laughed and kept on tickling. I finally got hold of
his hands and managed to wiggle out from under the weight
of his arm.
"Jerk!"
He didn't say anything. We stared at each other for a
minute. I wondered if it meant peace. Then, he kissed me. It
was a long kiss, firm and yet gentle. He put his arms around
me and held me very tight. His tongue caressed my mouth
and I responded. I tried to open my eyes but something
wouldn't let me break the embrace. The kiss ended as
quickly as it began. I looked at his serious expression, his
blue eyes filled with questions and his mouth set in a straight
line. I startepl giggling. Then he started. We laughed and
giggled and roared and shook until we had to stop from
exhaustion. My face was swimming with tears and I felt an
intense urge to go to the bathroom.
I got up and headed for the stairs catching sight of a car
ni l . ' i i ny thf c \
"Mom and Dad are home."
Nicky ran to the front door and flicked on the porch\\ghts
a couple of times. We stood at the window and watched the
two people clamber out of the green sedan. They waved to
us, as they had on countless Saturday nights in the past. I
remembered the bottles then. I grabbed them up and
shoved them behind the chair just as Mom and Dad entered
the room.
"Did you kids have fun?"
We looked at each other, then at them.
Nicky said, "Sure did Mom. How about you?"
The woman upstairs
rattles to the sunrise,
splintered shell and egg
ooze at the foot of the ice box
for her seven cats,
a pink stocking bow
around the black one's neck.
She comes down for lentil soup,
tingling bells,
panting cool sweat.
Her frantic voice has frozen;
her tongue adheres to four words.
She lights a cigarette,
lets it drop
to knot the table's grain,
the flaming match
poised graciously
for a puff.
The policeman comes;
I tighten my ears for her screams.
She looks through me,
leaves quietly
as though
having awaited
his arrival.
Two Poems
by Melissa Simmons
I've heard language
is the refinement
of the groan;
and love
is not a word,
but perhaps
the murmur of a whale.
I know a man
whose words
plunge me
to Mariana depths,
lift me
to loll with cirrus.
He chooses them
with hesitation
though I listen
for their melody.
DADDY
By Amy L. Shafer
To uplift corners of a mouth
held tight, I attempt to pry lips loose
before teeth bite my intentions
in two. It's not so easy. Hammering thoughts
drive your eyes backward through your head,
out the back of your brain where they
slide down your back and
rest there, heavily, until you ache and your eyes
dull as they look at me,
staring and wondering who I am and
what I'm saying to you or perhaps about you,
you're not sure which.
Corporate hands yank at your
right arm while I pull on your left,
weak, out-numbered, and unable to hold you
for long, I have tried.
Cashmere college fees drive you on for three
who would gladly exchange it for you and younger
days when there was enough time to break in a
baseball mitt in one evening,
but, you didn't think so.
The days my humor touches you are the days I feel
I've climbed a mountain, and stand in wonder
that a mountain does have the capacity to
appreciate such a cool stream
determinedly running through it,
smooth against the rocks and a steady
rhythm against Time.
We were very glad to see the enthusiasm expressed by both
the volume and the variety of contributions to the Summer
Issue.
Special thanks go to Jonathan Krant, a student at Johns
Hopkins University, for his contribution, and Lisa Minacci,
for her help.
—the editors
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